260                               BOOTS AND  SADDLES.
No light ever seemed so bright, no haven ever so blessed, as our own fireside. The train remained in the spot where we had left it until the sun of the next spring melted down the great ice banks and set free the buried engines. All the help that Bismarck could give was sent out at once, and even the few cattle that survived were at last driven over that long distance, and shelter found for them in the town.
Hardly had we arrived before a despatch came recalling the general to the East. I had no thought but that I would be allowed to accompany him, and went at once to repack my things. My husband found me thus employed, and took my breath away by telling me he could not endure the anxiety of having me go through such peril again. In vain I pleaded, and asked him to remember that I had summoned sufficient self-control not to utter a word about my fears; I promised more courage the next time. It was of no avail, I had to submit.
Not the shadow of an anxietv, nor the faintest si^n
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of dread of the coming journey over the snow again came into his face. He left me with the same words with which he always comforted me: " Be sure, Libbie, it's all for the best; you know we always find it so in the end." "With these farewell words he stepped into the sleigh—which he knew well might be his tomb.
It is not possible for me to speak in detail of the days that followed. Life seemed insupportable until I received a despatch saying that my husband had again passed safely over that two hundred and fifty miles of country where every hour life is in jeopardy.g-fire in the general's room.stant I was deluded into the T am truly yours,
